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FOREWORD 


The story of the Prairie Ramblers with Patsy Montana, reads like a Horatio Alger Book 
come to life. 


Their meteoric rise to fame was made possible thru the facilities of Station W. L. 5. of 
Chicago, that station which makes stars out of talented unknowns. 

Here is a brief biography of the Ramblers and Patsy. 

Smiling” Charles (Chick) Hurt was born at Willow Shade, Ky., on the 11th day of May. 
( [lick first won fame during his early schooldays by stumping off more toe nails than 
any of his school mates. When Chick was two years old, his beloved Mother was called to the 
beyond, and his grandparents took up the duty of raising him. Chick always received a 
brand new suit when Grandma sold her chickens. And each fall, when Grandpa sold his tobacco 
( hi* k would receive as a prize, a pail* of brass toed brogan shoes. This always proved a 
tf-'d foundation for a growing youngster. And Grandpa also showed his affection by buying 
an old guitar I nr $1.00 at u public sale. And so Chick started his career as an entertainer. 
| * imr * ,r M ai b fi d the age of five. Chick entertained real well at p&rtvs and socials. Since 

gaiu/.ution of 1 hr Ramblers, t liick lias also mastered the Mandolin and Han jo, which has 
,ir,J rn OT| h*rlaitiing in their Records and Radio Programs. 

f f * ^ fti ^ t tiifimt wan horn IVe, Till, 1005, in that peaceful little tobacco town known 
^ Jm.j., .h.wn iri Kentucky, Front the time he could walk. Jack learned all about 
|1( ^ ^ 'iriiing uf tobacco bed*, setting out, harvesting and the grading of plants, so that 

I ^ " r * ,M/ ^ winners in the market From the day of his birth, Jack heard music, 

t ^ ^ ^ M% b f iuile*t down front generation to generation, commencing with the early 

liiftiUf# i a ii **** I aylor is no authority on traditional songs and dances. lie has 

tlfc# Guitar and lta«s 


ai»f CUu k « 


Uu 


tkn 


A hand when they were young bays, but separated m 1917, Eleven 
** I and that wn the liegtiuimg of the present Ramblers. 








Shelby 


' eon ) Chiton was born at Rosene, Kentuckv , \ 

oust man was bornrira that day, too, who was called Abe 1 / V2t K \§ VI ■ 

older than Tex, and according to history, Abe could not bm of co Urse i*** U*. 

does. P '" y * 1 

When Tex was eight years old, he broke his right arm, while 
longed to his Dad, upon the insistence of his brother. Nevertheless' Tex & ^ <teet ^ W 
iug, and just as information, his fiddle is stringed just the same as any othe^fid' 
plays Saxophone. ' e ' He 


Lovely Little Patsy Montana is one of the outstanding girl singers in America. She is also 
classed among the best when it comes to writing songs. Her compositions are true to life, and 

come from the heart. We predict that some of her songs will live as long as songs are appre¬ 
ciated. 

In stature, Patsy is “knee high to a duck,” but in mentality and talent, she is a giant, 
lhe Great Master has bestowed many blessings upon Patsy, but the greatest blessing given 
her. has been her darling little daughter, Beverly, who promises to follow in the footsteps of her 
lovely mother. Everybody loves Patsy. 


Drifter” ^ r Houchins, the newest member of the Ramblers, won fame as the 

When th 1G ? Versed m traditional songs and is an unusual good singer and mmu 
auditioned to en Iarge their organization, some of America s finest entertain* 

Has proven benefit^ Ketmeth H(1 uchins, The Yodeling Drifter was the one chosen, an 
US ' helpin S to make the Ramblers one of the best balanced groups m Amer 

" E. S. of C'hicuLo f ub ^ lers "’ant to express their appreciation to the officials *- 
mo*t famous MOfl - * beir utlst ‘lfish help in helping to compile this fine collect! 

The~ repertoire of songs by The Prairie Ramblers with 

‘ * ftn a, *d wholesome, and worthy of a place in you* home ‘ 

THE prBl-ISHERS. 






The contents of this book ore copyrighted throughout the World, and 
any copying of the words or music, of these songs, or any portion thereof, 
without permission of the copyright owner, is an infringement of the copy¬ 
right laws, and makes the infringer liable to prosecution. 

Copyright 1937 by BOB MILLER, Inc., 1619 Broadway, New York City 
International Copyright Secured Made In U. S. A. All Rights Reserved 
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I Want To Be A Cowboy’s Sweetheart! 


Lively 


Words and Music by 
PATSY MONTANA 
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When The White Azaleas Start Blooming 


By BOB MILLER 
Writer of" ftockio* otonc 11 
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Hurry, Johnny, Hurry 
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Please Let Me Broadcast To Heaven 
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no. lHltl Broadway New York City 
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Little Hill - Billy Heart Throb 
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Did you ev-er feci like sort of shout-in’? Shout-in’ good and loud to .01 the world 

Did you ev-er findyour-self a - talk-in’? Talk- in to the moon up is the sky 
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Did you ev-er feel your heart a-pound-in’? That’s the way I feel a-hout my girl! SW& 
Say-tog things a-bout' the mel- low moon-beams, Say- ing things and nev- er know-ing why! I’m 
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Singing An Old Hymn 


By BOB MlLLVu 

Writer <f "An hour of Pr asfT ^ 
“The Circle has been broken' ^ 
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Ths North Ujih Its snow towYs or dazzling array, 

All sparkling with gems In the ne'er setting day, 

Tlioro the storm king may dwell in the halls he loves best, 
Hut the sort breathing zephyr, still plays in the West, 

Then come to the West where no cold wind doth blow, 

Oh my love you're more fairer to me than the snow, 

Wo’Jl find peace and comfort, and we shall find rest* 

Ami you'll say there's no land like the beautiful West, 

The nun in I he gorgeous East chuseth the night, 

When he rises refreshed, in his glory and might, 
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Oh does hr not haste to the beautiful West? 
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COWBOY JONCi 



BOB MILLER'S FAMOUS 

FOLIO FULL OF 
COWBOY SONGS 

PAGES—Sheet Music Size—Words and 
Music Complete— Full Piano Arrangements 
—Guitar Diagrams— 22 ORIGINAL COPY¬ 
RIGHTED SONGS—Including— 

BIG BALL IN TEXAS 
LONG WHITE ROBE 
OUTLAW JOHN DILLINGEH 
PRETTY BOY FLOYD 
SILVERY PRAIRIE MOON 
CRIME DOESN'T PAY 
AND 16 OTHER HITS 


Price 50c 


Songs you hear on the Radio and Records 

BOB MILLER'S FAMOUS 

FOLIO FULL OF 
SONG HITS 

64 PAGES—Words and Music Complete_ 

Sheet Music Size Full Piano Arrangements 
—Guitar Diagrams—30 ORIGINAL COPY¬ 
RIGHTED SONGS—Including—■ 
SWALLER-TAIL COAT 
IN THE BLUE HILLS OF VIRGINIA 
MORRO CASTLE DISASTER 
WOMAN WHO DONE ME WRONG 
WHEN I'M FOUR TIMES TWENTY 
STUMP OK THE OLD PINE TREE 
CHIME BELLS 

AND 2i OTHER SONG HITS 

Price 50c 

H*• rnu to ur on thr Rudlo and Rrcordi 
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Songs you hear 


folio full of 

SONG HITS 

64 PAPfq I. r . x ^ 

Sh »°‘ Mu.lc^r/n : Fun 'Pi Mutli S Com Plete— 

Guitar Diagram* -in ’^ > ,i trran 9«nient* 

COPY ' 

U25JP SSySmS e V r ihoin,a 

ffg^ssAs 

IK b°eu T s HE old pine ™ ee 
AND 23 OTHER SONG HITS 

Price 50c 

onthe Radio and Records 



HILL-BILLY 
HEART THROBS 

64 PAGES—Sheet Music Size—Words and 
Music Complete—Full Piano Arrangements 
—Guitar Diagrams—30 ORIGINAL COPY¬ 
RIGHTED SONGS—Including— 

ROCKIN' ALONE {In An Old Rockin' Chair) 

WAY UP THERE 

STORY OF A DEAR OLD LADY 

HURRY, JOHNNY, HURRY 

AFTER 21 YEARS 

TAKE ME HOME 

AND 24 OTHER SONG HITS 

Price 50c 


Sunn* you hoar on the Radio and Records 



MAC AND BOB'S 

NEWEST and GREATEST 

COLLECTION OF SONGS 

64 PAGES- Shoot Music Slxo Words and 
Music Complete Full Plano Arrangements 
Diagram* 30 ORIGINAL COPY 
! !SL ,Ti:n SONGS Including 
,.£. N ? * HOS * : ON THE CARDEN WALL 
*HSH T,,l: 01 D UMBRELLA 

luiat.ni mints upon the window 

f ANK 

NIGHT RACK HOME 

• W ,rL N ° DOWN the OU) ORCHARD 
HITS 


Am 
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Price 50c 
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—Trick P 
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Modern:* 
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WAY up jnc.njc. 

STORY OF A DEAR OLD LADY 

HURRY, JOHNNY, HURRY 

AFTER 21 YEARS 

TAKE ME HOME 

AND 24 OTHER SONG HITS 


Price 50c 

Sottas von hear on the Radio and Records 
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MAC AND BOB'S 

NEWEST and GREATEST 

COLLECTION OF SONGS 

64 PAGES—Sheet Music Size—Words and 
Music Complete—Full Piano Arrangements 
—Guitar Diagrams—30 ORIGINAL COPY¬ 
RIGHTED SONGS—Including— 

PAINT A ROSE ON THE GARDEN WALL 
UNDER THE OLD UMBRELLA 
FINGER PRINTS UPON THE WINDOW 
PANE 

EV'RY SUNDAY NIGHT BACK HOME 
SWINGING DOWN THE OLD ORCHARD 

LANE 

AND 25 OTHER HITS 


Price 50c 


^ongs yon hear on the Radio and Records 
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BOB MILLER'S SELECTED 

PIANO ACCORDION 
SOLOS 

A COLLECTION OF THE WORLD'S MOST 
I AMOUS MELODIES 

Oyor 75 Molodios From Classical to Popu- 

, o a , n al«o bo Usod as a Piano Folio 

lor Beglnnors. 


Price 50c 


Copies may be obtained fry 
from publisher |r» i, 
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BOB MILLER S MODERN 

PIANO ACCORDION 
METHOD 

FOR ALL SIZE ACCORDIONS 

i Most Thorough Method that Eliminates 
tours of Tedious Exercises—Explaining:— 
ricks of the Famous Radio Artists — Key 
cord Technique — Basses — Playing Hot — 
:verted Chords—Copyrighted Solos—Chord 
: . Scales in all Keys—Harmony—Im¬ 
re vising — Modern Syncopation — Playing 
r:m a Piano Score—and other Features. 


Price 75c 

BOB MILLER'S SIMPLIFIED 

GUITAR METHOD 


(Spanish) 


THE SHORTEST METHOD KNOWN 

C Solos — Duets — Chord 

,w to Play Hot-Chords in all 
■' ' . « iron piuno Paris 

• t. 1 I m'jef Board Tachniquo 

: » r v.t.ng Harmony and Theory — 
Rudiments ol Music— 
1 Ot .*i I tuturot not Obtained In 

I’ Qi:.*» C^Uur Method Regardless ol 


Price 50c 































TMf* SHORTEST METHOD KNOWN 

Include* Guitar Solo* PuoU Chord 
1 'hmt How to Play Hot Chord* In all 
K*>v* Arranging Solo* trout Pin no Paris 
li uk Playing ring or Hoard Tochnlquo 
ImprovUlng Harmony and Theory 
Chord Formotion* Rudiment* ol Mu»lc 
„„d Many Other Feature* not Obtained In 
Any Other Guitar Mothod Regardless ol 
Price. 

Price 50c 


ROB MILLER’S SIMPLIFIED 

HAWAIIAN 
GUITAR METHOD 

THE CHE ft TEST OF ALL HAWAIIAN 
GUITAR BOOKS 

E.'r the Reg inner and Advanced Student — 
Containing Tricks ol the Famous Guitar- 
M-- Daily IVsen EvercUes Old Time 
Tuning Modern runlng Finger Board 
■>. Unique Chord Chart Playing Thirds 
and Sixths Right Hand Technique The 
Vibrato* The Slide Harmonic* The Stac- 
-e.ie How to Play irom Plano Parts etc. 

Price 50c 


l ; OR MILLER S PRACTICAL 


GUITAR CHORDS 


(Spanish) 


• MOST MODERN HOOK EVER 
PRESENTED 

rs* rs -U-# el the Famous Arrangers-In 
1 he Various Forms ol — Motor 
w N S* 10 *^* Seventh Chords 

\ ’ '* N nth Chord* Eleventh 

N L. U Chord* Altered Chord* 

* m Z * a *t P *o qm m< In all Key*. 

•IK## I tglmti 


Price 50c 



































(Vm Minimr i ncKi oi mo ramou« tiuilar- 
iyli Dally Poifii ExprcIsoK Old Timo 
Tuning Modnrn Tuning Finqor Board 
Tochniquo Chord Chari Playing Thirds 
and Sixths Flight Hand Tochnlquo — Tho 
Vibrato Tho Slidn Harmonics Tho Stac¬ 
cato-How to Play from Piano Parts— etc. 

Price 50c 







BOB MILLER'S PRACTICAL 

GUITAR CHORDS 

(Spanish) 

THE MOST MODERN BOOK EVER 
PRESENTED 

1 " *\ ^oice °* Famous Arrangers—In- 

rh« d S: J he Y, a / ious Forms of — Major 
Owrds-Mmor Chords—Seventh Chords— 

-•-odermshcGhords—Ninth Chords—Eleventh 

c a Thirteenth Chords—Altered Chords— 
Sevenths Flat Five Sevenths—Musi¬ 
cal Notations and Diagrams in all Keys 
end many other Features— 


Price 50c 
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BOB MILLER'S SELECTED 

GUITAR SOLOS & DUETS 

75 OF THE WORLD'S MOST FA- 
KOW MELODIES—Modern Arrangements— 
Frcm Cioiiico] to Popular. 

Price 50c 
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We gratefully dedicate this collection 
of our songs to our many Friends of the 
Airways, to the loyal listeners of WLS, 
and to Radio Station WLS itself, all of 
whom have made this book possible. 
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Price 50 Cents 

Copytiglii 1937 by ScoU Wiwman 
Inkmatiofuit Ccpyiisht Ssrtuifd 











LULU BELLE AND SKYLAND SCOTTY 

"THE HAYLOFT SWEETHEARTS" 

V r ■ 11 fcrtdn I feel pi that Lulu BelJe and Scotty have aikcd me to nay AOmclhing .d*>ul them in theif 

Uicy re a great pair til yoimgltera, J dorii have K> ItII you that. Von who love them for their work nn tli C 

found it oof long ngo. 

Hut you ;,rnl I know that we admire them for more than their singing and pitying If* that indefinable “ftomethint' 
that n difficult tri describe, hor one thing, they are natural. Do you know that it'll the height of artistry to he jut* phS ' 
imIumI they me genuine and sincere, Although they are nationally famous radio personalities, they keep their U n ah\ 
ground. Arid their turn#* breathe their wholesome philosophy their joy in living and rereading happing M }, fr 
big reasons why ehey appeal to common everyday folks, 

^ on may think ih.ii ibis happy* tarifffee couple have high Alpha t tom for farm md fortune in die world of entertain 
rmrir I'edupi they do have inch ambition and they may attain far greater heights, but that isn't their big ambition m 
hif I he pot of gold at the end of their rainbow h that "cabin in the pines" tn the Big Smokies of Nortii f arolina in 
f fills of Home 1 ’ where their favorite rhododendrons grow- 

fhry iiave that i**hin now. They like to viit it- And they're furnishing it just to suit thdr own desires and fancies 
h . fiMr frigid Is, Nortii < amliria, not far from the spot where Great-greai grand father, Wif ham Wiseman, settled *hen he 
V Imc ,fom ,J ^ud *bout the /car 1750 almost im years ago. Over the same land, Scotty used to herd Ins father's 

vhre P ai 4 htl ril4t one room country school Attended by Scotty and Ini five brothers and two sisters is mu 4 httu 
lance away. 1 v ,l5 ‘ 

Whilr were talking about • Skylark," an tiie Belle of the Barn Dame aoractlmc* call* him, we'll lell you (hit he wia 
om November H, 1TO, the Wventh (n Mr. and Mrs, Bdd Wiacman'i family, M a l>oy at home, hi* hobby was playma 
K " f'*r tcju.iw dance*. He started to collect mountain baliadi in his early terns. While a hial. «Ld 

• -m .«• ro.-.ome Si hod m North Carolina, he worked as a carpenter* helper to pay the hills. Then he attended Duke 

■, " v /" f ." ,c l rM ‘ ' 0llt 7 ,,, « w, "' h ,,c *P ent lh '« r»n at Fairmont (W. Va.) Teachers roller, where he won the 
d u the Khool s outstanding Student during his last year arid was also president of his Senior class, ® 

*’ tT" 1 ' * MkM WMMNl car,,in « mo,t ( ’ f »”» expenae, singing mountain ballad, and 

I . A ::; ^ .■* w ?"*p***™ <«-«>. .1th.. „*«,* ZL : 

opprmom.y to join the Wf-S staff m Omagr,. You know well of hit suites* on this station. 

te « > "“‘r |0>wa« • «S, young l-dy, .bo ,,, 

" T .• *;■" . .. ■■■■' . . *. *".1*. — Mynta 

W. To - ... ' 7 ,f ,m,u * l,M K y ,mn H brother, l*tc, moved to Bliubethtown, Tennei 

' ,f (l 'l—Myrtle worked in rayon silk mill in filitabcthtown, 

•u " .... I...- ..TO*,.ml 

’ 1 "' ...n yuur li.mi I) im < An audition »*» 

JMI 3*«en*rf ... . ' ;. ’ ,l 111 "' our,li,n had memorised at her mother's knee (The tint she 

" i , t *hr WJS given her ing tliante to appear m the old hayloft at the tiglllh 

1 .. .. ol a girl in cal.Jr«, and h.gh mppr.l +Z 

’J' 1 pUgut of het Atiuoufucr mid fellow i^rlofnirn 4iid *t\ cniiftly uc» 

( l»M li'Urncrt who loan ujtrd ompfutii 4ppruv«l of a rlliiu tUf with rbvu iudi 

t *0 i' (li is f 11 n 

.1 fUin I >4 iut dur lo I be hotflf hkc iiuigi ibr uitg hit wbcilrvoiiw tinn 

> -* Imnint iwriomfWit. 






I 1 

■l. hf* «j( |hi* ino4iJii4m liiui got 

mi Vi * km OMTI 41 lb# littn Dirnv 

* ' **'* O- 4 Ml U 
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l#p Mon m l 1 ithi iwiir Mid, M. 
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ill Safety I gout 
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to git hitched!" Comparatively few were aware of this radio romance. When the marriage was announced on WLS* 
listeners showered the happy couple with congratulations. 

And when that second great event in Lulu Belle’s life occurred on January 3, 1936,—the birth of the very blue-eyed 
and very red-haired Linda Lou—listeners again rejoiced with these radio sweethearts* 

Then in October* 1936, when this unsophisticated girl was voted 1936 Radio Queen by readers of Rddb Guide, in a 
contest participated in by all the nationally famous feminine air stars, Lulu Belle experienced the third great thrill of her 
career. And how pleased were her thousands of loyal friends to see her elevated to this regal position! 

Multitudes of radio friends have packed mid-west theatres to see Lulu Belle and Sky land Scotty and to applaud them. 

l*hetr fan mail has been nothing short of phenomenal. And, while sincerely appreciating all such evidences of their popu¬ 
larity, this boy and girl are still amazed because folks make such "to do" over them. 

U nen we see them hurrying away from the Bam Dance and their other broadcasts, we know that they*re going to the 

p;^r deafest to their hearts— home where vivacious little Linda Lou reigns unquestionably as queen. We know, too, that 
fi ■ * f ' rcim ' n £ tlie % w hcr> they can return to the Big Smokies—to that "cabin in the pines/* Theyll be among the 
***** who ttrc v> P r0uti this boy and girl who became famous singing the ballads that mountain mothers have 

*' v ^ r f |^ ir * u ^ rtn * 0r K^wrations. And Lulu Belle and Scotty will be happiest when the rhododendrons bloom in 
tbeir Hill* of Home/* 

George C, Biggar, 

Prairie Farmer Station WLS. 
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Home Cornin' Time In Happy Valley 


Words and Music by 
SKYLAND SCOTTY 


2 Ttv / !* n0W h1 where the air is grand And the folks still work tor a liv-ing And there comes a day f 1 am 
rt s i me of year when the sunshine's soft And the dis-tant hills are haz-y, When the hay’s all packed in the 


rr 


r— r 


J 1 1 J' f P J f~p~ 

hound to sav When l wish l was back there with ’em Now it>s not in the spring when the blue birds sing And itk 
o ay- o t And the cows are fat and la - zy f Then it*s time to bake an old hick-ry nut cake And to 


not when the li -lacs bloora-ing; It's autumn time when the church bellschime On the day of the big re * un - ion. 

tew tried chickens. It’s home coming day down Sweet water way And the folks are comiff hungry as the dickens. 
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cu 11 . ! h !. folks y Used lokncw ara gathering in the 
Kdks doert sleep till roosters crow when pic-nic day 
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grove. The church bells w,» ... y-r r v 

round. The wild ros - es climb in Hap-py >, 



HHIl ji 


* * a „ d ,. v sing-in’ and din-ner on the ground 
-- Folks Sre go in’ to galh-er from mUesa-round.Hnve an _ nj > baa . Hets ful l of good eat - ^ 

t-' h - dress'd m their Sun-day -go - mtel in -■ - ■— i™i. ^ 



m ia 

in L ,1 I 1 i~fl 

2rrrr?istt£fi5 s-&■; 




i 11 ifip 



down to Happy VaUey 
down in Hap-py Va 1-ley 


Sing the good old songs I used to hear,. 
When the harvest days have come and gone * 


Talk a-bout sing-in' and 
Vi! be there with a 



*** JuM <xmm abound to Iho big fe-un-ion Down in Happy Val ley once a - year. 
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THERE’S SOMEBODY WAITING 


With fenling 
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jht. moon is abin-ing bright And the atari* give out their light And the eve * fling 111 u ^ 

Utnty tiAk mo to sing And my mu - wic they bring It is meet me m the moon-light once a 
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But in vain do 1 talk for a nice moon-light walk, ftir I'm boro And l 
It is got*ting rnight-y late, I'm a. feard that ho won't wait And holt go It it 
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can't got a » way, 
tomes on to rain - 
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1 Vn a bird in a cage And they say at my ago That they 

And now they pro - puso Alt the shut - tors to close As a 
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Hu a walk in tho cold If tho truth it must ho 

But be-loro they art* a-ware I'll ho*aU down the back 
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DARBY’S RAM by 8 K vl*nd scotty 


Morinrnlo ||j 



1 ? U m 


Z. W« mvd to net with open mouths 
Awl linUsn to hie yarn* 

About the day* whin he wnh young 
Before u* boy* wore born, 

j My grind dad had an old buck sheep* 
I atilt t »n hear him any. 

On* of Ih« finest mmi, air, 

That *v#rf wi« fad on hay, 

4 He had four feat In walk,air, 

He had four feat to aland, 

And every foot h# had air 
Would <an acre of land. 


5, The wool that gruwed on this rams breast 
Reached dawn to the ground, 

And when they sheared him every spring 
Weighed fourteen thousand pounds * 

6, The wool that growed on this ram’s neck, 
Reached up to the sky, 

And the eagles built their nest in it, 

For iVo heard the young ones cry, 

7, This old ram, he had it horn 
That reached up to the moon, 

A man climbed up it in January 
And never got back till June. 




H hi» butcher man that cut hta throat 
W»i wanhed away ill the blond, 

And the little buy that held the bowl 
Waa d imended in the flood. 
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way on that dark, sum - mur ctiv i „ . . 9 

I -—i_ * • ' walked a round like some-one 
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*n a trance. 
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‘"and they said now brother Bill, He K« bft to V 0 u"h ^1 
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2, Now these pants were slightly worn, 

Their knees were ripped and torn 

And the seat had been three times half-soled and heeled. 

They were also weather-stained, having been out in the rain 
As a scarecrow doing service in the field, 

H ii I threw them o’er my arm and 1 took them to the bam 
hi "pit* of sneer* from sisters, cousins, aunts, 

Kr t »ut now brother Jim, my wardrobe is pretty stint, 

Arid IVh glad to get these old pants, 

** d*y brother Jim, he went out to take a swim, 

It. g ht* < Mhes up on Mime bushes that were nigh. 
s ** ***** (uiw a bitty goal, chewed up hts pants and coat, 
Aa4 sK*ffii| after I \u« passing by, 

M* •1*1 « *vgH in sorb a pinch that he couldn't budge an inch, 

Th*t t t»o* ItM girt W> IK* 

1 »**'•* ■» fcflrtfc*' Jna, wra r»ut ihara* w f»*«y *ltm, 

tWl »*-* r*«# M4 tfc. <44 fcfww* pmU. 
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4. Oh yo X * Uf: r! JJ 1- ffnr ’ TFp t ^ tap, lap-ping jit the gar-den gate, 

] A t ~ Itt-tla fdx you know Fidget - fug a - bout un * til you go. 





k y *ry night I have heard of late, Some-bod-y top -ping nt thd pr*din gate* 
Dropp'd the wu-gar wpoon why there it \\m t BU\m the girl where are your eyoi? 
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Wl it, you Mly lit Me pawn, don't you know, Why do you blush and fal ter wo? 
VV*n t (\ ble to leave my chair. Soon would l find out who wan there; 
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Moderate 


What Are Little Girls Made of 



1. Oh what are iit-tle girls made of my love, What are lil-tle g.rb made of, 
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Su-gar and spice and ev-'ry-thing nice, That's what lit-tle girls are made out of. 



2- What are little boys made of, my love, 
What are little hoys made of, 

Snakes and snails and puppy dog's tails, 
Thaft what little hoys are made out of 


4, W hat's an old maid made of, my love, 

What's an old maid made of, 

Of powder and paint till she looks what she aini, 
That'S what an old maid is made out of. 


1 What are young men made of, my love, 
What are young men made of, 

Cigarettes and cane* and very little brains, 
fts what young men are made out of. 


5. What's an old bachelor made of, my love, 
What's an old bachelor made of, 

Of shirts that are torn and bunion* and corns 
That's what an old bachelor's made out of. 
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THE WRECK OF THE 423 va a v 

Words and Music V>y 

F SKYLAND SCOTTY 

Slowly gnj} HP.E and PAT MacADORy 


d M 





1. 'Twis a long time a - go so they tell it to me, The night of th e wreck o f the 


Four Twen * ty Three, There was on - ly one man a 


live of her crew, On the 


































































































































































































































































































































































































2. But once in a great while today you may see 
A man who remembers the Four Twenty Three. 

He sits in a wheel chair, his sight is all gone 

Rot deep in his mind there’s a picture been drawn. 

3. It's the shock of the wreck and the old days come back 
And he sees that wild train plunging off of the track 
And he covers his eyes with a thin trembling hand 
Just a wreck of the past, just an old railroad man’. 

4. Oh that long ago wreck was a ter ri hie sigh I; 

f ui Ilifi bridge o'er the valley had weakened that night 
fhe girders gave way and the engine plunged down, 
And the dead and the dying lay there on the ground. 

I* was only the breakraan that lived through the wreck 
But belter for him had he never come back, 

I "i .is long ns he lingers lie never will see 
Anything Mince the wreck of the Four Twenty Three. 
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G00D nite darling 
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2. He has teeth as white as pearls 
A iifl such darling ye Her curls 
And hts name is Alexander David Lee 
He's the joy of all my life 
And Hn soon goin' to be his wife 
Then these words I no longer have to hear. 


Now young girls all bear in mind 
A true lover is hard to find 

When you find one you know that^ good and true 
It is best to remember this 
He expects another kiss 
Or another word or two before be goes. 


ir> 


CHEWING CHAWING GUM 


Arr. by LULU BELLE 



chew an-y gum. But I chew it just the same. Oh l chew and I chaw^ l chaw and I chaw, I 



che w and! chaw my gum. I chew and chaw, chaw and chew I chew and 1 chaw my gum. 



2, Mama sent me to the store, 

She fold me not to stay. 

Bj! 1 in ^ve with a pretty little feller 
And there I stayed at] day, 

3 X ' lh * * L *kifd lo %ee me home, 
t though! it would be fun, 

\ Ui+4 my bt«4 and I couldn't say yes 
***** ®»y moulh wan full of gum. 


4. He came to see me Saturday night 
I met him at the gate, 

And there we stood and talked of love 
Until it was quite late, 

5, When he asked me to be his wife, 

I suddenly felt so dumb. 

I would have said no, but about that time 
J swallowed a package of gum. 

6, When tlie wedding day it came 
As wedding days will come, 

I stood right up in the preacher's face 
Ami chewed my chawing gum* 

‘-.TW >»37 by «, otl W..«» A1I HlrbU R*s.rv*d 
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'■ t mes-sagfe to the one I love, But don 1 ! tell her why I*m say-mg good-bye. 
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tium * mi ng birrfs are hum - ming round the vine* mm- - 



Vi i 


"PeJl her I*H ke true to her as she 


true to me. 



2, The years rolled along and dame fortune was kind 
To the lad who had wandered away, 

But still he was true to the girl left behind 
And the message he'd sent her that day* 

One day he rode back to the old mountain shack 
Of the girl he had loved for so long J 
And soft on the breeze came a song through the trees 
And these are the words of the song that he heard, 

What Would You Give in Exchange For Your Soul 
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from the Sav-ior to - day Risk-ing your soul 
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Oh if to day -God should call you a-way-- What would you give in ex-ehange for your soul. 
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2 H* 

h'i 


«% c*Urn* yini, wWt ymi givn hned? 
d*»*r Mill l«tndf*fly plnad*, 

* 4 mhiI ( || t* pttrktti* indit'd, 

ff»*• in fiK huriK** ftnr your mhjI? 


d. ir ( when you stand at the bar by and by, 
Whim you an* weighed in the balance on kijb f 
You should bn sentenced forever to die, 


What would v'ou giv* in txchang* for your 


soul* 































































































































































































































































































I WISH 1 WAS A SINGLE GIRL AGAIN 


m 


Mod 4 - 0 r 

m 


Revised by 
SKYLAND SCOTTY 



t. Wh«n I was ain - I used to be n . fraid, No one would ev - er wed me and Id 



die a sour old maid 


Now I am mar-ried and 1 sot me down to weep; Cause my 



bus band smokes io-bac-co And he snores in his sleep* 


Lord, I wish t was a 



single girl a - gain, 


(§|| HI .-J 

) ? it If 


Lord, I wish f was a sin - gle girl a - gain. 


fe i_f . ? • V7T3 



2. When I was single, I had fellers by the score, 

Now I am married and they dorft come back no more* 

Now I am married and my husband is a brute ■ 
made me sew a button on his flannel undersuit. 

L When I wai. single arid housed to come to court, 

If- always brought me candy and I thought him a good sport. 
' ic>w w * are married and oh T what do you think, 

IL buy* a gingham apron and he shows ine to the sink. 

4 When I wan tingle I was jealous as a shrew 

‘a th* women with their babies, cause I wished I had one loo, 
*ow I vi* got n baby, the'* na sweet tit any rose, 

H tint it aggravatin' when you have to clean her nose. 

(V »firrMrhl JUK? hy Wumimn 
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3, Wouldn't marry a la*y $*K 
Tell you the reason whyj 
She'd have so many poor kinfolk* 
They’d make my biscuits fly 


5, Beefsteak when I'm hungry, 
Buttermilk when I’m (try, 
CifMnbttki when Iki hard up ( 
And heaven when I die 


DOWN IN THE DIVING BELL 

Arr. by SKYLAND SCOTTY 
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around. Way down in a div-ing bell at the bot-tom of the sea 
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Nice lit tie mer-maids, pretty lit-tie mer-maids all came court -ing me. 
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you know 

Z?rzJf^r^ 

down here. 


Well vary SOOn We marr ' ed were 
in a house that's built of shells 
* clergyman wore a bathing suit 

And the codfish rang the boil, 
wed fun in groat variety, 

Of fiddlers we had three, 

And we danced all night that very flame night 
Al the bottom of the deep blue sea. 


TIGHTWAD TIM 


Moderate* 


Words and Music by 
SKYLAND SCOTly 


Is A *, 


>on der on frog-skin creek,Where the sas.a-fras grows so rank, Whet® th& 
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starv - ing cat - fish smell your bait, And chase you up the bank’ 


Where the 





}*/ '• r»i>-b:U ft^hl in the woods at night For a bite of a tur - nip's crown, 
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pro - due* Midi a man A* Tight-wad Tim - o - thy Brown- 
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Talk a - bout a skin - flint Scotch- 


man 


I*ve had deal-ings with him; 



£l EtTfn _ j y j | j ""iff 

[4^ - f( Jnr^ li^^Pp ____ 

Men or *om - en, if you want a trim-min’ Fool a-round with Thrht-wad Ti m " 



7 doubf y otl kflDW about the man 
^ho stutters whenever he talks; 

A'J, Tightwad Tim is a man so tight 
■ «quleaks whenever he walks. 

JJ poor old wifo leads an awful life 
1 % the way she feels, 

f,u '*r* <"*rrUt% her false teeth around 
* nai/l eat between meals. 


4, Timmy invented a mousetrap too 
Just n% stingy as you please, 

U always catches and kills the mouse 
Before he ran eat the cheese* 

Hr> saw that bees made honey 

And lightning bugs made light, 

Ml ho rnmurnl (tie tueeds and now his heOH 
Are lurking day and night. 

i j-rrifle l«i? Iiy flriilt Witmi^n 


3. Tightwad Tim's got a housefull of kids 
And all but six are boys. 

He lets 'em play on a Christmas day 
With a shovel and a hoe for toys. 

They dodge when they hear him coming, 

And they tremble when they hear him shout 
Climb over that fence, let the gate stay shut, 
You’ll wear the hinges out. 
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a half sob-bin £ wail, His bark seemed to soft - ly com -roand. 
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2. A stone round his neck they were ready to tie, 

And nothing it seemed would avail, 

Just then one of the boys fell into the stream. 

The other stood by deathly pale, 

A loud cry for help; Old Rover sprang in ? 

No sign of old age or delay ? 

As he slowly swam back to the shore with the boy, 
The waves dashing by seemed to say* 






































































































































































































































































why must you rake the hay? 


come with me and be mar - riecTj HI 
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Will wine 


and dine you e - 



you're so pret - ty, the folks in the cit - y 


you 





Say good-bye to your fa - ther, 
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And I’ll de-light to show you sights you nev-er yet have seen. 
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Pf«d!y tilt]* Nora | 
t «- hrf ma before hofj 
C*ri*i4 &\w*y% look for blarney 
0r» a lowfy •iyrnnu’rk day. 


She said, “If you remember 
Your love in bleak December, 
’Tis then you’ll get your answer, 
If You'll come again and say,” 
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Woderftto 

c 


I HARDLY THINK I WILL 


F Arr - by lulu belle 



’ n lei * ler such a fel w a f«i i ^ v "-._ 

2. He talks a bnni * u " !e * ler ftev * er seert He's neither 'white nor yel-ler But 

--—^ b ° U{ a h0USB That stands a-moyg the trees, And what do you think the btoch-hej^. 



al - to-gieth-er green* He came last night to see me and he made so long a stay I real-ly thought the 
o^.n up-on his knees The tears the fel - ler shed was e-nough to run a mill He wish-es me to 



block-head would nev-er go a - way. Oh my hints he would not take And he lin-gered p lin-gered 

t wed him but I hard-ly think l will* I bought a lit - tie book Just to see what was in 
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ee what was in 

mim 


feJLT-ai 


3m 
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“■r 

still He wish-es me to wed him But I hard-ly think I will, 1 hard-ly think I 

He said if 1 didn't mar- ry him He won Id-n't live a minute, Now this lit - tie book 


*:• * 1 i j> Wm 
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cTJ^ 3 - 






mm 




i 




IS 




m , m 


P 7 GT 




;■ :V ~;P 


( “' I hard-ly think I will He wish-es me to wed him But I hard-ly think l wiltT 
** ' ‘ y j muaWl tv - tr kill So l thought (he mat-ter o - ver And I guess I’ll mar-ry Bill* 
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twilight rs stealing 


21 * 


Slowly 

ik 


&1 j 

* ), Twi - light la steal- 



o - ver ihn »wja | Shad-own are fall * ing dark on the lea; 



it 

\h --i n - 


ia 

S 3> 

is 

-=5 

m - W * s | 

Born on the night winds 

l\ f j ^ J j = 

voic - 

e* of yore 

J""] 1 

J J 1 ^ ^ 

Come from a far off 

— r — r -V—1— 

-=»= =1 

shorn. 

TO d d • W S 

I) p j 

% 3 f -1 f 

fp- 

J ■ d ■ 

— ? p r 

3 

e=— « —-g— 

* r p~r r 

zjLIlSu J 

fef“F J t J | -J 

9 

—J— 

i^=fEd 

•-*-T ■=# 

it 9 

l r- r 1 


C7 


CH Mi_ ._ M 

rV r r 1 - p 1 P p p ^ * 


, if . 

1 »* it 


Fnr 11 j way be ■ yon djho star - lit skies Where the lovo light nev.er, nev-er die. 



Gleam-eth a man - siort filled with de - light, Sweet hap-py home so bright. 



2* Cornu in the twilight, come, come to me 
Bringing some message over the sea, 
Cheering my pathway while here 1 roam, 
Seeking that far off home, 

3. Vote** of loved one*, songs of the past 
Still lingei round me while life shall last; 
Lonely I wnrider, sadly I roam 
Seeking that fur off home. 


r *4 


Copyright Ittfl? Iijr Hcoll W|Ht>mnn 


All KljrhtJi Ri'fttrvwd 
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Jerato 


y Can Whistle Girls Must Sing 


Rovwe4 by 

LUUJ belle 



Boys can whis - tie 



(whistle--***) Girls can yo - die and they both can sing. 


1 *Ji i i 

5 "'J 




immm 


mm 


J N f ^ 


B' , * /in whi*dU*, of tsoufsc they may, 

ll^y ran wlmllo the live long day* 

Why mi/t girls whistle loOp pray tell, 

If Ihry rnilllgH til do it Well* 

GfaMiiiM Gruinp say*. il n«vwr would do, 

fuJ TRAMfUt too, 


Gty< . _ 
Whltllinir irirti 


id flowing henn 


iuftin Ur fcfiftm hid pud* 
MN r i*«l ^4| W«wrr4 


4, Grandpa glad sings a different song, 

He says Grandma Grump is wrong. 

A whistling girl and a frolicking sheep 
Are the very best things that a man can keep. 

5. Asked my pappy the reason why 
Boy* couldn't yodel as well as l, 

Hn says to me ( tt U% the natural thing 
Hu boys to whistle and girls to sing*" 

All RttflMU R*serw 4 



('upyrlgfel IM. 1 ? b\ HcnU Wlmiuau 











































































































































































































































































































































1 IME ENOUGH YET 


* t ... ... it. 


Mumc by 

SKY LAND SCOTTY 

T>1 07 


__ ~~3 

. >■ 1 ™ Urt -" d "’; l °"f «>»*» of old Troy, To win » fair mid*. my lime did 7 m- pl oy, 

■ ■■ 



« i IjffH m i m 


. BBS IW 

! | H i 1 11 ii | M 

But whin I M h«r the wedding to , e l, Thr, answer she gave me ~s/‘Tim« e-nough yTt.” 
J 1 ' ■ 



y«t, Ihere 1 * time ti-nmigh yt?l f 

J J J J J 


The fin-swap she gav« me wai/'Time enough yet .* 1 



2 nd V 


CHO, 

cirri V, 

CHO, 
4th V 

cm 

.Mb V 

CHO 


tM 


1 1 * * » i 


I picked Up my hat and Rtepped oul of the door. 

Declaring Pd bo in her presence no morn* 

Bays I/*Thla fair maid will have cause to regret** 

1h.il tho a newer she gave me wna/*Time enough y«t* J * 

Time enough yet, Uuire'e time enough yet, 

Thai aimwoi aho gave me wac, .“Time enough yet/* 

NfiKi morning her lervant came to me in haste, 

Aral 1 minimi ly ashed him what had taken place* 

He Nflid \m young miatrei* did nothing but fret, 

Anri 1 told him to toll her, (< Thefts^ time enough yet. 11 
I mm tinough yet, thence time enough yot, 

I told tiun tn toll hir/*ThoroV time enough yot.** 
slat winb* urn a tetter as long an my arm 
lhu hiring within it that alin'd meant no harm. 

I picked up my chair and down in it l mt t 

Am. i i wrote her fen a newer, “There's time enough yet.** 

1 into enough yot, thoridi time enough yet, 

I win!ii hm Ini nnewer, “Thnra’tt time enough yet/ 1 

Now ,dt you young maiden* who have hwmiI heart h a plenty, 
H* Mire you get married Iodine you am twenty, 
i.ti it you do not you me hum* to regret 

I h»> MM time yuu euew*iml | 44 Theiw , b thru.nigh yet,** 

huu' enough ynt „ time to regret 

MM I line you nunv* *tosl f ** Thine » time enough ye !/ 1 
l IU. 1 V Hv HlSltl WlMUHlill 


mi 


wit 











































































































































































COME HOME TO THE VALLY 
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old folks are a - ged and wear-y, 


They beg: you no lon-ger to roam, 


Ev -'ry 
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ff 


ujl 
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C Fffdim, CFO 07 

am m 


m 









r* 


day you're a - way they are took-ing and long-ing F Come home to the val - ley, come home*- 
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this train 


fksi „ Arr b > skyland 




? ? ? * : 11 | g 

*1 r>m to ilo - rtf. <hi« (rain 


• ry, 

thi* train 


^ 1 '1 

i \.» ■»— 

pt4 

aF-iF 

*gg~~r 

b& 

J fe 

i-r f-R= 

P P * 

• II 1 





This train will car-ry you to gte ■ 
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■f Ffp :f 


IMI MwMI Miwwa 


















































































































































































































































































































1 wnuhl mi by Sm.lt Wi Mm *n 


Dorfl cur - ry nolh-mg bu. , he right _ eous and ho _ 


tram 


this 


^ VlTiH* P reacfler lf A gambler cannot ride this gospel train ” 

- . the ^^ffation answers back with all its might and main. 

2nd CHu; This train Hrm»t 

This train A? u ° Tty no gabblers, this train, 

This train Carry n ° ^ ambier5 , this train, 

l ms tram don't carry no gamblers 

sraw? nor hoh ° ««*'««; 

3rd VFRSE The tb C3rry emAl * t *> this tra '"- 

Thsn^he^har sa y Sj “A bur&lar cannot ride ^ ^ train „ 

3rd CHO * Th 4 1011 answers ^ack with all their might and main. 

This train don't ° arr ^ n0 burglars, this train, 

Th S is c ‘ !rry h “'C>'S this fads, 

ID IS tram dont carry no burglars 

No cutthroats nor whiskey g-urgleVs 

Th,s tram don’t carry no L & r gl f rs "h is train. 


Lively 


my last old dollar 


Arn by 

SKYLAND SCOTTY 

ct 


L Oh my last old 

2, Hon - ey _ 

3. I 

t~ ! ,T m the 

w.sh I had a thousand dol-lar 


— dol . larW 

Dn craz -y a -bout 
wish I was a mole in the 
wish I was a lizard in the 


ground r 
spring 
bill, 


Oh my last 
Hon - ey 
1 wish I was 
I wish l was 
I wish I had 


old 

dol , 

laris 

IVn 

crazy 

a-bout 

a 

mole 

in the 

a 

lizard 

in the 


ground,, 

.- spring, _ 

thousand dol-lar bin, 




> ••tohLS 2 "“h'1‘1" 8 ' g irl ‘° d ° ^“ «— d "' - i.~s 

'•? “ - W ■' l';; ts* ~ n 

" f ‘ & -_; = :xsit 




do. 


ground 


spring 


bill. 


Ml Ki^hts R«s«fv^ 
















































































































































































































































king, ring the banjo 




V ' 


4, I couldn’t go no farther away from massa's door, 

I loved him all the harder when l got back home once more, 

PRISONER AT THE BAR 

ilia 

m 


G7 A 7 




\IH\ 

* T 


With feeling 

•M 

^ 1111 . y too _ 

rriitfi *n fair with gold - an hair Swept swift - ly through the crowd 

* ■■K r i in i rid mu lit wan - dar hack To those long years gone by. 

^ 11 i J tU y l% otjr wad - ding dny, dreamed of won-drtms life 


Arranged by 
SKYLAND SCOTTY 

D 






Arid p a o „ pie from a - fa r, 


r 4 
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\n i ‘ l 


»p 


t* our 
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p t 


wuc] ding day | Wtj d 

J J 4 

\tt Ij rf 
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irf 
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The 

And 

When 
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f luin hy H,u.u 


jj- s 4 m\m 

Alt tUfftvl* H*m*r*+A 
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fair young lad of ten - d«r youth Was prt* * ^ 

p CO * pie gazed rn won - der but Spoke not 

see your sweet - heart and your .self Just like 11 

a f the al * tar he will make Me his 


own 



The 

Then 

If 

Un* 



great court roam was crowd - ed With an ea - ger an . *»>“* 

turn . ing to the judges stand One mo - ment did 1 

you have chil - dren of your own. Have met - cy iU ‘ 

: . „ in hi ierht our liwm. Don't sav that We HlUSl P ari > 



ma~^Tiy a heart was ach - ing for The boy 

smil - ing through her tears she said, “Judge let 

mem - her judge you'll break my heart If you 

don't for - get your tov - ing wife Was once 


ac - cused of 
me plead the 
send him a 
your own sweet * heart. 




S, TV judge ro*e softly from hi* seat, 

TV court wai still me death, 

1 V Um'* wxf*> trickling down his cheeks, 
H* *f rJts m faltering breath, 

*1 kmm m Iittl* girl mi home 
W*h fmA n*fh baby eye* 

Ae4 uvVf of taefry w altered htf* 

WrM fkafidk m tv tfcia* * 


6, The jury did not leave the room 
For they were quick agreed, 

TV foreman briefly signed a note 
And gave the clerk to read, 

“Not guilty" were the only words 
TV maiden Vard them *sy, 

Her low proaaed Vr to hie heart, 
Luva always finde a way, 














































































































































































































A SCOLDING WIFE 




Moderate 


Arran****! hy SKVLaHb 

or C, 



^ini have oft-en hoard it asked What makes a wo-man talk so fast^ She nips a,roun^ 



ev _ >ry bit of news. 


She will talk a man to death Be - f ore 



he can catch his breath, Andthe way they wag their tongue it beats the deuce. 





CHORUS 


< S -iJf jjj . 


m “Mia m w " 







fhy, In ev-’ry thing you 


; -1—J-J 


*-+- 

——j.. | J (.4= 

pfe=^=P 

m^m'\ 

i tl* i t 

i * i P 

— 

jp 

s % tl 

— m —T J. ‘ 

Tttt 

E^=3i 

L p——■ 

t* ♦ ^ * 
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$r ftp - - j~T f p F J — Iff p j 

^ * Jt-;fd amt drot> tl 


th* b#*l 


.vice and drop it— 


I *• - « : : I; *» f l 

I mm I / 

/ ;*;!* C ? j 4 P J F 


of you, so take my ad- 
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r-f r i 

m i i 


« 


Tim 

j't jf 
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j *f 
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And the chinning' music, then it will commence■ 

When he*s off a^workin' hard shJll be standi fig* in the yard 


Just a-chinning - to some man across the fence. 

3* Now the young- folks g;o a-courtin 1 , they say it’s just for sport f 
The old folks say you'll marry while you're young". 

If you’d live a peaceful life, never marry a scolding wile , 

Just marry one that’s blind, deaf and dumb „ 

THE AKRON’S LAST FLIGHT 


Words and Music by 
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m _ M 



on her way through the night 


But 1 it-tie did they knew when they * «» t, 



3. The crew and her noble commander 
Stood by and awaited the crash 
While she plunged from the sky to the ocean, 
And there by the waves she was lashed. 

Of seventy six men that were with her, 

After the wreck it was found 

They saved only three from the storm and the sea. 
And all of the others were drowned. 


2, A few hours trip oVr the ocean, 

THe men were both carefree and warm. 

A grsat sturdy ship like the Akron 
Ttwy thought, could defy any storm; 

IWi came the hour of midnight, 
jh«y rotted in comfort no mora. 

Her rudd«r« gone and the storm raging on. 

At a.+ battled her way toward the shore, 

4. She once was the pride or the nation, 

Hut now *he I* lo*t nenth the waves ■ 

And children at ill weep for their father* who sleep 
With her wreck tn a watery grave. 

In the worde of the man in the White Houae, 

Wa rail built back the Akron anew, . i 

Hut w“ Vrft pay the OOet for Jh. UW.ltat were let 
th« hiavn tnun who di««l with h*r t row. 
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CHARMING BETSY 


a 

jVioderato 



2 Now ymr parent* they both (ire ag m me, 

They have dnv’n me away from your door, 
k'A if t had my day* to live over, 

1 would never jo back any more. 

4 Oh you may have eome friMdt on the ocean, 
Ami you may have torn* Triendt. across the aea, 
When you've rambled thin wide world ove , 
y„u will fmd no friend like me- 


-1 Oh I’d rather live in some dark hollow, 
Where the sun had refused for to shine 
Than to know you would marry another, 
And would never again ho mine. 


%(4i«#i4 




H.H7 1* -.mil WUeewn 


Ml kUftM V 
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The Days When I Was Hard Up 


S. M, DUG GAR 



hee] 


1 took a P eck of corn to mill To get a lit - tie meal 




I/. <tw when I WHH hard up 

Y<*r rtf fimrf and fj rc . r ’ 

Uj I if. my old U m 

WJlb Ihtlm hitm rtf w i rf5 ' Y 

ftalaif/m* And eompnr»iortH. 

Thij «j| tu rmd up (hofr nom 

Ai-d t%u-4 rt,r B vagabond 
¥f wm*l *f brtfrr 

U Ifc. 4,f . .two I ... hurt tip 
, *■** ** ****** within 

rwilTw « *f‘* w *i 

bud tfc* U.» 4 .„ ..., 

SfJSlS ^ ** **'> l *>•» 

^ “"VMf a» la •!»•( 


Wrtitfl 


4. In the days whoa I was hard up 
I had the whooping cough; 

I aat down on a red hot stove 
And burned my britches off, 

I peeled my nose against a tree 
Trying to catch a coon 
And strained my eyeballs inside out 
While gazing at the moon, 

8, 1 found when ynu are hard up 
A family is no fnn; 

It’s all a poor mans heritage 
Hiarration far to shun. 

1 sat far hour* all alone 
And pondered holy writs 
And wondered what old »«t«n doe* 
Nir epileptics flu. 

IM17 Uy Unlit Wht>nun 



All Ktgtii 
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COME ALONG HOME MY DARUNG^ 

SKYLAND SCOTTY A PAT MmADORY 


Moder»to 

Stilt 













tlip-h. 

Nev -i 

!r & 

r r ^ 
id see a 



Come a -long home with me. I’ll feed you up on chick-en pie Hominy cakes and tea^ 



> >>> 



Mole got in my cabbage patch, 
Tried to dig him out, 

Dug clear through to TenneRoo 
And then my lege give out, 

Meny a night I wandered 
What made that moon «o bright 
Twa* that dern city elicker 
With hia tool electric light, 


That city slicker told mo 
As sassy as a pup, 

I’d better take care of my poultry 
Or the chickens would scratch it up. 

Them dad hurn’d city slickers 
Their crary fool ideas, 

I’ve run this farm for forty year 
I'll run it like l please. 


1 a«w them playing euchre, 

1 aaw them choose up sides, 
I'll lake them on si horseshoe 
And Uim their blasted hides, 


rupjrifto wiw h r "«"* W '“ w * n 


Sat 


Alt Ki(rki» Haaai 
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GOIN’ TO LITTLE CREEK 


^ bv JAN * KAPUSTKA 

07 



Go-in* to Lit-tie Creek a - fore long:, 


Go . in' to Lit - tie Creek a - fore lonff, 

rl 



2. Yonder comes a pretty girl, I’ll tell you how I know, 

Head is full of golden curls a hangin' down so low- 

3. Lips are like the roses red, her hair is g-olden brown, 

I’m goin’ to see that pretty girl before the sun goes down. 

4. Finger ring, hit’s ringer ring, hit shines as bright as gold, 
I’m goin' to marry that pretty girl before she gets too old. 

5. One thing I would never do to trouble of her mind, 

Wf/tL never, never quarrel about who’s groin 1 to slaep behind* 

Cupyriffto Hmourud i.’upyrig'ht 1987 by SctHt Win email 


All Raw*** 1 
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HOW MANY BISCUITS CAN YO^EAT 


SKYIAND SCOTTY 



2. Make tny coffee good and strong this morning, 

Make my coffee good and strong this morning, 

Make my coffee good and strong, 

Keep on bringing your biscuits along, 

This morning, this evening, right now. 

3. Aint no use of me working so hard this morning, 

Aint no use of me working so hard this morn.ng, 

Aint no use of me working so hard, 

I rot a sweetie in a white man’s yar 
This morning, this evening, right now. 

4 ■ s: sr :s: z z w, £— 

This morning, this evening, right 
c Love my wife and I love my babe this morning, 

u.. 4 «if.1 >— “» thlt 

Love my wife and 1 love my baby, 

Love my bi*cutt sopped in gravy, 

Morning, thia evening, right now. 

. -i. iuhi ,.v Hl-.'U WUseian 


Ml RtgtM 
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CAROLINA MOUNTAIN HOME 


By SKYLAND SCOTTr 































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































WINKING AT MK 


4? 


pfjiyfully ( Atr, l>v SIDNEY COOFlk 

S ; 1 ff K I ■ — lil'fe 

j u j>jij j j i j r r j j j|j rr s r jj|jjj| 

.yn; ,r <*' U.O-IW I'll nwk fof a , lry 1o . .. ... my 

t .>■ "■*.« '-»*> n»u»-id* ...»..■*. 

t | (tviif ttum* " mar* rind m«n hi* i.. . . i. . * ...i i. . * i 


m J 


J= J> J M t: J 

Jf Plj P P 


man hn might |n h.> hnnp, A nhnpflfig tlovn wnod for Uu* wtl*> mil hi* 

IHHH J ; 


jO 

jpp 


j j 


j r r 


i i J 

j p r 


j j j 
j p f 


I 


$ J Jl ^ J> J1J JJ urr u J / j' ; r r i r J ^ N r rlr i 

w.u.l, A fiuj bAitrt ml l„l , " " , £ , ! T T ‘ ?‘ n f 

| j * . m [ y (m<w * hn, Wii h« rmikiv! Invn In hm .I kmitm wink in^ if inn 

i mnr-rM twin that you ha, Wliiln ymi alt hy your wiln you knap win Mug hi urn. 


Bill! 


»'j J 

bjjj 


J: ; J 

Jp p 


J 

J u 

J J 

: 5 ; 



:J 

p 

JPP 

J pi 

j r r 

J r r 

j j j 

Ji 


CHORUS 


llllll I (! 


llllll llllll B 

.urru JUrru r i r r r ir J JUr nr ji 

Aihk m ,ir Mm, ii wink- in at mo, Oh how onn 1 ting whim thoyVo &*wink«In* at nm. A 
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5 Nuw I'm not no pn,(ly t very w|| know, 
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Hu they alt titke mte Innk ami «Uit winking .tt me 


ft* if*'* twit Irf Itttll 











































4N 


Swingy 

ife 


AUNT JEMIMA'S PLASTER 


Ar r. by SKY LAND 



J ■ Aunt J e . 


mi - ma she was old but ver - y kind aad clev _er* She bad a no. 



all her own that she would mar - ry ae - ver* She said that she would hv* in peace am) 



none could be her mas-ter, She made her liv - ing day by day In sell - mg of a P to» - ter. 



Sheep-skin, par . a - fin, bees-wax, flax-seed, But -ter-milk, sweet-milk, wheat-flour dough, 



H-c—gte., fish-glue, pine-tar, smart -weed; Put them in the ov-en and you bake it sort of slow. 


Ik 



ptlfM M«r«4 


t 'WrrW'l tt*i> by *<*># WW«nA» 
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v tinny, fr.-m * «*•“' ,o * 

it* it lip. throw it on, trnw it wi, Cur»* »n-y ' ^ 

l»' •* u * ,f _ — —f-— 


(fife mte aw 
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l A •**£&*# * Thumm* cal 

Y > t » «it |A awful jflutUm, 
m ^ rJO |M a tnmw# of rat, 

«. %1&> m:tk »od mutton. 

TWt tr -4 *® teard to k*«p hfTn hofw- 

pr >J IT - fj p.U b. Om* w«ltf 
u*i ttorr P*^r^ th*. c*i hoto up 

vr« /u- 


3 $„ if you havu a T bouia* c»t, 

A hu*hand, wife *w k»ww 

That you wi * h to k * rp at hfiOTB ' 

Thi« pU^iM ju*t dibOOKWf- 
A nd if you wiah Uj ** v ® ,n ****' ' 
Avoiding *l> dt*»*ter, ,„ r „ lh 

Ta V. my advic* and ‘O' th * ' u ' n * {h 

Of Aunt Jemima** pl**U*' 
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b <Higti, But l seek for 


you m vain, thro 1 the for-est, on the plain, Oh Kit-ty, dear, my heart is break-ing 




H«f» yum tin skat and line, they're unused, Kitty, 

At A lh* nmi gather* thick on the honk, 

^ u.r iffdM i- l.i!1 itnrl rank on the mossy shaded bank, 
Ai ! (| rovBfi the path tu the brook* 

1 }m *** * ft *gh on Ihn vuue lif Ihe wind, Kitty, 

A' J «h* 1\it+ rtm nwtn to vw**p tear* of dew, 
a i ih# M1U »Ut% *bow that one# %tmM upon my tow 
A*m *%m* Kilty tU*r fcu you 
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YOUR OWN CANOE 


Arr.by Sky land Scotty 

F* 

m 


f^rni 


ev .>ry clime To paddle my ownca-noe. Mv want - —F—K- 

IMtfh or song I paddle my own ca-noe. \ rise withuATt' 1 i f Care not at aU If m y bills are paid when 
steadfast eye And paddle your own ca-noe. The daisies? k and from da > ,i K hl 1111 Aa * 1 do what 1 have to 

aaisiesthat grow on the bright green fields Are bloom ing just for 


CHORUS 

C7 V 


due. I'm care-less of wealth if I on-ly have health To pad-dle my own ca-noe 

A dnve a - W3 Y strlf e on the o-cean of life while 1 pad-dle my own ca-noe. Then love your neighbor 


. You nev er wiU sigh If you on-ly will try To paddle your own 


ca-noe. 
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r ' 11 r i, ItngUirUtAndnev er set down with a tear ora frown But paddle your own ca-noe. 
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bj |k«ll WlKiill 


All UK«*«rv*a 






























































































































































































































































































































































































































I/)VING HANNAH 
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2 Utvuiif Itnwmh, 

Yftit f/fi'/t mn yum t j^|,i 
A,ii t .i ttj i t nvn r y^h nmnlml 
/ v/vol'l )j*i yoijf rimn , 

! tf n,,w y<^V« hf'iWf you* 

«*»'ry vAmtWKt yon pla/iw, 

Atu1 wfiifa my H*utti fa nhnmkin' 

Ywtt* will i §|m ifa nhM i, 

' ^ ' ' r * |f f -1 n \w* mtmlutt t 

th» / tU // iuiu ft 

*w& -fan | Ol/f iimigliiui 
Vut *U*’ f- uutfaf n 

H u4 > if f ittt to fefiMiJ yoxft tinUfthim 
* f * <*U ft i tU4 Ity* 

*' 4 'i * u ** to wh 4 titif 

I ip* rmt wm ifany 


4 My linlh . . »inH |imp|m i r 

f (itt Jirirl J no «vir»- 1 1 \ f 

Anti ih^ ftity And wln#OMH> f 
Amt th/il 1 * Ojm hnnt fif n\\, 
llwi hfilr im dfti k nn it r»VAM. 

I Ini nyn rtH \i\io U im (t i;roW t 
Hm M« tml H XU A*\ f 

IIihI hlooni^ If] (lin monjlujg luw, 

h, fUiW if J Wft^. f/fi ff|<» iictiiMi 

Ot hi «ikiui ffrl'niffn Ujwfl, 

IM fiiy (nut hi ii liiiini Mt hiiiit 
Anil ftftlt \Ufa wm h| inyillift. 

A ini will hi I bn I hij> w,»n n r 
IM prny fin fhn wlrnU U) hluw 
Amt miny rtm luifmt hi H.mmih 

fIfUhMlMii t IIIvn lltfi no, 
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JOHNSON HOYS 
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2 - Jl >hn so n Boy s ,, 
^hnaon Boy. ’ ' hey 


Johnson Boy s ' fh y Went “-courtin' 
£«d 'heir J®lJ hey * ot beat, ’ 

ldrf t Itnow where'I* 1 rawtlide laces, 
ere (o Put their feet. 

4 


Johnson Boys went to the city 
"idm in a Chevrolet f 
Come back home broke and ^walkin’, 

Had no money for to pay their way. fop**' 


Johnson Boys* they went a-hunting., 

Lost their dog's and went astray f 

Tore their clothes and scratched their faces* 

Didn't g-et home till the break of day. 

tha «+«* 


Moderato tm 


the old red cradle 



’■ Take me back to 


Music by 

SKYLAND SCOTTY 



ays when the old red era-die rocked, In the sun - shine of years that have 



































































































































































































































































































































































































































2. While the old red cradle rocked, brother cater in it lay, 

r MX S.T..™ «srfr«,iii ■>» j m i»™ ** «* 

.- * h ' pr,,-<l 

H V lb* .*1*1 t«d «»dl» and h«r child. 
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NEVE I? TAKE NO FOR AN 


ANSWER 





new 


Some-tiling- that aint ver-y 


have plen ty of 


what to do 


long with the girls I’ll tell you just 


want to know how to g'et & 


Take it where - av-er you go 


CHORUS SH 


Kiss her wherwav-er you 


an - swer 


do she J s sure to say no 


Wheth-er she will or whelh-er she wont She al-ways will hol-ler now 


ItOOlt Wllvnitta 
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Old 
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2. 7h« '.'jijirri-l ,he Jove the Im.kury tr#„, 
7f»« clw*r lovn U>» buijibJn W,, 

1K * flicn Ihi,-y Iwn rn'4#M** wid 
(hr. Imitr*, itivr a ladiw limn, 
t I we t/j b# Itii; hrnu of Oi« Judina 
J \<nr to fctiaku a !/„; with Ifm ladiU. 

'' ** * Vt\>m . fciJiHfrtf (turn 

lv» bwnd lobt Ihn ls4Ut' m«o, 

! V ' '■ ' ' fen Iwk ffn; (H*r k ft*;f 

* ^ V '*^7 ^^ m a ffiy V I ^ 

' f *K * t#Jf AH $ KtyHU 

.1 ijfc4> * 4 fis»n J 

i * 4 f #?* da/it ^,I|| Om 

f ^ * 11 #4,l *’ f f *1 *» liddii, 

^ '/f fit %A*tt4 t 

) idp LfM,w a . » 

^ ^ ^ *jM 1a4i«V ttiMtt, 

**+9 *>glm 


4 thuift mw*9 UhMi Him wiitat muUtu JuInii 

*h pit* nth ut Mr,* t lift * 

f h wjpplu' uf Mju fttiv/ [a*tt 
NlH | u4 1ftH* hrv«i a Ijm1|W ikjim 
I |Wi hi Mill h* 

J lost Ut . ytiijmUiMt* WHH IU* littUau t 
/ou'll tlftA if on H,f, tthtp In *h*. i -ohho* • 

\'-t Ut,un*\ Ut hn tUn latino, nom 

numsdny Hih.wotUi^ rowhw In an mkI 

f Aoti\ Itftow li'r'i/j i 4otil bunts tsh* *t 

fit*! twvitt U*oMt U*u 4 y ttuu i 
l\* hn<m*t In U» fka ltd)**/ mnn 
7 /it n I I,anti Ut my *ln*b* t i 

MiifM/ Mil* I ’.JfMt'l*, fi», my U4u* # 

li ,i |V« r», f <i nMkui i(r | 

t h*l I mi b*/flj;iif li# 

f WMW #f <Ml W 1 









































1 * * STOCKINGS BY THE FIRE 


Revised by Sky land Scotly 

c? 



— Ig| _ AS n ' bout *he house they go. Chrisl-mas bells are loud - ly clang-ing, In (he 



house a child- ish choir, Child-ish hands^rehu* - y hang- 


ing Lit-tle slock-mgs by the fire* 
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Lil ‘ lle ''tock-mgs by (he fire, Near 
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Hart U Qaii* hat crjrnfi a . 


- 

r 


K«m. 


I* 


* 

i 




2. Qono is youth and childish pleasures, 

Gone to ne'er return ag’iln. 

Memory holds them mongtU its treasures 
With a joy that's kin to pain* 

Ahf How clearly I remember Christmas Evea of 
long ago 

When my eyes were bfossmt with »**tng 
Little stockings in a row* 


t'**| v'if liii Hi.IT t»jr Si'iiii WtHKdiiMit 


All Htjrht* IU**rwJ 
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I {KINO HACK TO MK MY WANDKKINO HOY 

Arr by L*iti **tt# 

u.-^trr-.- : n 

** \ Out in iW*ooMwoi14iindfcr(M^friim JwiiiMi, Ham+bQ&'y** k**y m \ kl ,.,\u t w*nr ( 

*' out in h Jill-Wilythwmfttniui* » viv-nunt ehnir, Mm-* ..m- th* *1 m»* " iy . , Mkf (tM , nhwt, 

I f noiMir will furgnithonA \m rtin^Kvmda h(i«ni4, W*Ol nwi*t up yon4ir wti^r* « J 
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LITTLE bench of roses 


Arrange* K SKYLOill SCOT-Pf 


pr 




npa 


you, 


„ 1 have come to m!1 
1 - Dar - ]>n£ bud-ded ros - «* - 

2 , Down a-'™J h e se *ta*s cry-m* 
3 When you ^ ^ jthbrigWl)r fat es; 
4. You may me dar-lmff 




. ^ breaks m> heart, 

Thou** •“-?**■ -tv stem. 

I have phictod an «*“P 
. dark and looe-some tree. 

In u * a true * _ 

Wl n teU VOU lift 

/jiiU with tear** 

While my *Y** Ju * f,Ud 




Well 


Won't 


None 


At the dawn-in# of lo - mor - roW 
Sad - ly part- ed from its bios som, 
And you're think-in# of your loved ones, 
Qorfl be-Move them lit*tie dar -linjt;, 
But I hope wt/ll meet in heav - en , 


man - y mile« ft ’ 
more to bloom a 
you some-time* think, of 
could love you tike 1 


part. 
gam¬ 
ine . 

do * — 


spend ten thou-satid years 
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WHEN THE STARS BEGINJO SHINE ^ 
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We would wan-der all a - lone 


That is when we knew no sor-row . 
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A nd T called your heart my own v 


I will miss you lit41e dar-iing. 


When the stars be-gin to 
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poor heart W ith grief i* brok-eo 
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Still you knc*w ’tis ev. er thiS 
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A HOUSEKEEPER’S TRAGEDY 



fht’n ' Um much of worriment goes to a bonnet, 

Thrf. 1 loo much of ironing* goes to a shirt, 

■ F 1 ' *■ nothing that pays for the ttrne you waste on it t 
**' nothing that lasts us hut trouble and dirt 

* 11 *w**pm# At mi »ml ttli diluting at seven, 

h virtual* «t Might and liV dlahe* at nine, 

l ^ * u *l patwiilljf arid panning from lid to eleven, 
tA t j 4 f. « out fn*1 *tr» we phtrt how to dltli. 


H*»1 l y «4u|| 


*11 th|hli 
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4, With grease, grime and cobwebs from comer to center. 
Forever at war and forever alert, 

No rest for a day lest the enemy enter, 

I spend my whole life in a struggle with dirt - 

5* Last night in my dreams I was stationed forever 
On a far little Isle in the midst of the sea. 

My one chance for life was a ceasiess endeavor 
To sweep off the waves as they swept over me. 

6, Alas 'twas no dream for again I behold \t f 
I yield and am helpless my fate to avert 
Im getting behind while I'm standing and singing, 

So I must be off to get nd of some dirt* 


PRETTY LITTLE DEVILISH MARY 


Moderate) 





f WN'3'P m -i # K^l j « 

mar - ry But I fell in love with a preLty lit -tie girl And sure e - uough I umr - riud. 

hur - ry And we de-cided with a few short words That the wadding day was Thurs day* 

trou - ble And ev- r ry time Hi look'd cross . eved* Shed hit me in the head with a shov el. 


short words That the wedding day was Thursday- 
cross - eyed* She'd hit me in the head with a shov - el 
And she wasgoin’ to wear the hi itch as* 



Ring turn a tin tin tar - ry The prettiest lit-tle girl that 1 ev-er saw, Her name was dev-il -ish Mar* y* 

~ n\iiM 


, - 



n *i,i 



^ P p Pfi r~ i mB m Ip. 



<*'• ii.irliit bn«n marriod hut .1 Ihw tnoru wuntc* 
nil we lllMUIChl W.l Inti,-.. 

*,‘ h « «P* with h«r I1IH.1 iIikIn 
And ,, " w " Ihe road »ha tterlad. 


Now, if l marry the second time 
It will not be for riches * 

It’ll be a little girt about four feet tail 
So she cant wear mv britches. 


Um r*d 


fVl'yrlflu IWHT by NeuU Wlmumm 


All H.ithtv 
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fr#f livad over in the pool, 

J *'*€ * *<-’< ktiiy with * ki-me-o. 

I '.* •* f r vi< ;o«t • greet big fool, 

• w-tf kitty with a kt-me.o. 

liMl* fr-(e jump«d into the well, 

• k-lty with a hi-me-o. 
u l*»» ■'"W they Mid farewell 

• H«| kitty with a ht-me-o. 

wf la drawn, 
iwtf *«■•> m ih e hi rti» o. 

little ring e»p< paddling around, 
rfl* a ||.w«. 

***** *dk» 





5t When morning' came one frog* was gone. 

Sing* a song: kitty with a kume-o. 

But the other little frog* kept swimming* right along 
Sing a song kitty with a ki-me-o. 

f). Down came a water bucket, nippety flop t 

Smg a »ong kilty with a ki-me-o. 

This frog jumped in and he rode to the top 
Sing a Hong kitty with a ki-me-o. 

7 1 Now that i» the end of this little »ong t 
Smg a long kitty wuh a ki.nus.o. 

If the ehoe fits you juat put it on* 

Smg a tong kitty with a khnir-o, 
by "««*» Wl^een All 
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_ foreword 

Since our first broadcast a goodly percentage of the tremendous 
mail received daily at W L S has com© from listeners anxious to 
secure the words and music to some particular song heard on 
this station. Naturally we have been unable to take care of all 
these requests individually, but we have telt that we might 
handle a majority of them by gathering one hundred of those 
numbers most in demand into a folio collection which we could 
afford to offer at a price but little in excess of that of a single 
song. The result of our efforts—" 100 W L S BARN DANCE 
FAVORITES"—is now in your hands. 


In view of the fact that we staged a song popularity contest to learn definitely just what 
songs and tunes were most in demand, it might seem that the compilation of this song 
book was merely a question of arithmetic. It was not, however, as simple a matter as 
counting the votes and listing the one hundred most popular numbers. 


In the first place, we had to eliminate at once all published and copyrighted numbers on 
which we could not obtain publication rights. A few of the prime favorites were Lost in this 
way. Others were discarded when we decided to omit numbers so common as to be found 
in almost any song book. Our aim was to give you in this collection the greatest possible 
number of songs not obtainable elsewhere. In a few instances we yielded to the wishes 
of the artists themselves and included their favorite number rather than the one most fre¬ 
quently mentioned in connection with them by our listeners. In only on© matter have we 
exercised the editorial prerogative and included numbers not familiar to all WLS listeners 
and not well up in the voting in the popularity contest. Our offense in this direction has 
been the inserting of eight old-time numbers which we hope by this means to revive and 
bring back into favor. These numbers, such as "I'm Going Home to Clo", Over the Hills 
To the Poor House," "Save My Mother's Picture From the Sale" etc., have been great favor¬ 
ites with the readers of our "Notes From the Music Library in STAND BY1 They have 
been assigned to your favorite entertainers for use on the air and will, we feel sure, justify 
their place in this collection. 

Outside of the exceptions listed above, we have religiously followed the expressed wishes 
of our listeners in making up this book, and the songs you'll find between these covers 
are the ones you and your neighbor asked for. 


To add to your enjoyment of this collection of favorite songs and tunes, we have endeav¬ 
ored to identify each number with the artist by whom it was introduced on W L S, A min¬ 
iature likeness of each artist appears in the art heading of the song of his choice or the one 
with which he is most closely identified. 


In this book you will meet many old friends. Tommy Dandurand, first barn dance fiddler, 
in her© with his favorite "break-down", "Irish Washerwoman" — the first tune played on 
ihe first WLS barn dance. You'll renew your acquaintance with Chubby Parker, who 
with his clear tenor voice and little banjo was the first to bring to radio the home songs 
of America. A little further on you'll come across Bradley Kincaid, first to call attention to 
th« Kentucky Mountains as a reservoir of true American folk music. As you turn the 
of this book, the entertainers and the songs that have made and are slill making 
WLS tuch « groat favorite with common ©very-day folks will pass in review. 


If/1 WL:; HARM DANCE FAVORITES" is as old as WLS itself and as new as last Sat- 
ut !*y night * hmtn dance. W© believe you will treasure it through the years as a real 
w, jvefiir of many happy hours spent before your radio, JOHN LAIR 


WLS Music Department. 
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fvt*_. been back to see the old home 

nth - er,_forms are hT the fire _ stde,- 

Lav,_me_dmvn bv Had and Moth - it._ 


nw Friends of Oliver days, 
cr' chil-drenYouiid the door, 
me sleep for-ev- er there. 
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Cone were old fa-mil - iar fie - es 

Oth - cr voic-es sing the old songs, 

When its springtime in the moun-tains 


the friends I used to know, 
the eve-ning sun is low, 
the dog-wood blos-soms blow 
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RECITATION—Chorus for background. 

Yes, Dad and Mother's happy now. Their boy's back home, to stay. 

HI never bring them grief again by wandering away* 

For when I look and see those threads of silver in their hair 
It breaks my heart to realize I helped to put them there. 

And as they doze around the Tire I think of nights* long fled* 

When hand in hand they leaned above my little trundlebed 
And tucked me in and sang to me by gleaming candlelight 
An old sweet song that's running through my memory tonight. 

My fingers sweep across the strings to strike that simple tune 

Will* which they once lulled me to sleep, and as I softly croon 

Tile fire hums low upon die hearth, the flickering shadows creep 
ArroM their tired old faces -and look they're sound asleep I 

NCK U1 J SONCi ON: ■ 

I «iturn u[ton my old guitar it seems 
f-i hrtng tliein sweet conicm and peaceful dream#. 

Tbfy'rr (-'lit geitnig old and gray, 

Soon they'll piti* nwny l 
Aiwi t mi intiir wr'll %\t immntj the old fireside. 
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The bright stars are gleaming, its night-time a - gain On the Banks of the old Crni-ar - roon, 
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